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Summary: A girl falls into the underground ruins and cannot remember 
her name at all. Together with a unlikely friend and the guidance of 
a caring motherly monster she, Angel, sets out to free all the 
monsters. Alas the world beyond the ruins is as hostile as its 
residents. Will she be able to make it through with her unique 
abilities and firm goal to never kill? 


Angel Fell 

(This story will have two versions. This is the first, featured in 
Underfell. Not everything is identical. This Frisk is my version with 
some changes. I was inspired by Overgrowth. It was such a lovely 
story and written so well. I wanted to write an undertake one of my 
own . ) 

A girl woke disoriented on the blanket of flowers. The purple dress 
with magenta stripe dress she wore was dirty and grass stained. A 
mess. The girl gets up and giggles, patting her knees. "Wow that was 
a rush." She looked up and shrugged. She sees a long hallway in front 
of her, but before walking, another thing got her attention. Around 
her neck was a necklace thing with a glass heart looking thing. Only 
when she held the heart in her small hands, it was not glass. More 
like rubber since she can squeeze it a little. It gave her a feeling 
though. That is was fragile and needed her to protect it. 

The girl shakes her head, feeling her long silky hair brush against 
her cheeks as she did. No doubt that is was tangled. She thought 
about cutting it short but decided that having it long is prettier. 
When she was eight, she was mistaken for a boy a lot. But now she's 
thirteen and wanted to be girly. The villagers were kinda meanaC 1 to 
orphans like me. They already see girls as useless. 

She sighed and started walking. She walked and found herself in 
another cave but this one was dark. So dark. A single patch of grass 
seemed to be illuminated. When the girl approached, a gold flower 



popped out. It looked at her. Yes it looked because it had a face. 
"Howdy, I'm Flowey. Flowey the flower hey." 

"Hi there! I'ma€l.. Erra€ 1 . Angel. At least that's what some call 
me." (The nice ones like grandfather Jo jo. The orphanage caretaker) 
She smiled at the flower with kindness. It smiled back. "You must be 
new here to the underground huh? I'll show you how things work around 
here. See that thing on your neck? That's your soul. The very 
culmination of your being." Flowey explained with a cheerful smile. 
She couldn't help but smile back like the innocent child she was. 
Flowey froze, but only for a second. "Also love is given here. I'll 
share some with you so catch these." 

Floating white pellets came out of his stem and were gliding towards 
her. Suddenly they slammed into her, going through her chest and 
barely missing her heart. She falls down, clutching her bleeding 
shirt. Her back itched and a pair of small, soft, white wings come 
out of her back. That was painful too since she used them to shield 
herself from a few more bullets. Flowey had sent a whole ring towards 
her. Angel closed her eyes, waiting. 

The flower looked surprised but before it could say anything, a 
fireball flew at it, scaring the flower away. Angel trembles on the 
ground as she tries to lift herself off the ground. She managed to 
look at the blood stained feathers. She can feel warm caring arms 
pick her up. They were big too. Anda€ 1 . . fluffy? 

Angel let her eyes drift closed. There was a warmth surrounding her 
and the pain subsided. She opens her eyes to see a feminine goat face 
looking down at her. "Are you alright now dear child?" She looked 
around, seeing that we were still in the cave. She managed a small 
nod as she was set down. Looking behind her at the wings, she wonders 
why they were there. She shakes her head and stares blankly ahead. 

She was scared now. Not sure who to trust. This monster holding her 
hand seemed okaya€ 1 but so did Flowey 

The girl trembles as she was lead through the ruins. "Heya€l . 

Missa€l .. where are we exactly?" The monster looked down and smiled 
sweetly. "The underground. I am the caretaker of the ruins. It has 
been so long since a human came here." She mused, leading the child 
up some stairs to a door. They had passed a few puzzles and let her 
walk a corridor by herself too. Angel was so tired. Just so tired. It 
was hard to walk on her own and tugged on Toriel sleeve to make her 
look down. "Ia€l .1 want to be carrieda€ 1 . Please?" She asked, tears 
rising against her will. 

Toriel smiled and picked her up, holding her close like a baby due to 
her size in comparison to hers. When she woke up again she found 
herself in a bed. The room around her was red in various shades. She 
slides out of the bed to see that her dirty and torn clothes were 
replaced with a dull green nightgown. They were even tailored for her 
new growths to slip through easily. The girl stumbled out, feeling 
fresh bandages wrapped around her right leg from upper thigh to lower 
shin and the majority of her torso along with her entire left arm. 

She had no idea that the flower wounded her so badly. 

She looked around after stepping into the hallway. The wood and walls 
were yellow in tint. Cozy. "Oh, good morning child. How are you 
feeling? " 



Angel smiled up at Toriel and nodded. "Mhm! Sore but all good see?" 
She thumped her chest. "Acka€ 1 . Perfect. Yeaha€ 1 . Just fine." The 
monster chuckled at pats her head. She then leads her to the dining 
room where a freshly baked pie sat on a plate. She looked up at 
Toriel. "Fooda€ 1 ." Nearly dying took a lot of her original energy 
out. She can hear it in her own voice. It was an eye opener to almost 
die. She sat down as the monster cut her a slice. "You look so 
drained. I made you this in hopes that it will cheer you 


"Butterscotcha€ 1 . My favorite! I love the little hard candies but 
this is great!" The girl stuffed another bite into her mouth and 
closed her bright pink eyes in bliss. "Mmong." 

"Swallow then speak little one." 

"Good. Heya€ 1 . Miss? Why are monsters down here?" 

"We can save that story for another day. You can wander the ruins if 
you wish. But don't leave them, your far to injured and other 
monsters will take advantage of that." 

"Yes Mom!" Angel chirped and grabbed her purple sweater jacket but 
halted. "S-sorrya€l. I just blurted that outa€ 1 . . " 

Toriel walked over and knelt down to hug the child. "You can call me 
anything you wish. I do not mind at all. Let me help you dress. I 
realize you're not an infant who needs attention but you might reopen 
your wounds." After dressing the girl carefully like a fragile doll 
she let her go outside to wander around. But not before the basement 
caught her attention. It was a dark stairwell so out of place. She 
couldn't help but go down to see what wad there. 

The girl walked and walked until coming up to a door. A very big and 
heavy door. She was turning to leave but there was a sound. Knock 
knock. "Who's there?" 

"Hey you're not the old lady. The voice is different." 

"S-sorry I'm not her." 

"It's fine. Who are you anyway?" 

"I'm Angel! That's what I'm called anyway" She sat down and put her 
back against the wall. There was a long silence and she thought he 
left. She decided to ask. "Heya€l . What is your name?" 

The voice returned. "Sans. I come here sometimes when I have nothing 
to do . " 

Angel smiled and rested her head against the wall. "Want to hear a 
song? I can sing if it will help." 

"Shoot kid." 

The girl stood up and did some stretches along with over dramatic 
noises. She could hear him laugh at this. She hummed a few notes 
before beginning. 


A young man walked through the forest 



>with his quiver and hunting bow<br>He heard a young girl singing 


>and followed the sound below<br>There he found the maiden 
>who lives in the willow<p> 

He called to her as she listened 

>from a ring of toadstools red<br> ' Come with me my maiden 
>come from thy willow bed'<br>She looked at him serenely 
>and only shook her head.<p> 

'See me now, a ray of light in the moondance 

>See me now, I cannot leave this place<br>Hear me now, a strain of 
song in the forest 

>Don't ask me, to follow where you lead'<p> 

A young man walked through the forest 

>with a flower and coat of green<br>His love had hair like fire 

>her eyes an emerald sheen<br>She wrapped herself in beauty 
>so young and so serene<p> 

He stood there under the willow 

>and he gave her the yellow bloom<br> ' Girl my heart you've captured 

>oh I would be your groom ' <br>She said she'd wed him never 
>not near, nor far, nor soon<p> 

'See me now, a ray of light in the moondance 

>See me now, I cannot leave this place<br>Hear me now, a strain of 
song in the forest 

>Don't ask me, to follow where you lead'<p> 

A young man walked through the forest 

>with an axe sharp as a knif e<br>I ' 11 take the green-eyed fairy 

>and she shall be my wife<br>With her I'll raise my children 
>with her I'll live my life<p> 

The maiden wept when she heard him 

>when he said he'd set her free<br>He took his axe and used it 
>to bring down her ancient tree<br>'Now your willow's fallen 
>now you belong to me ' <p> 

'See me now, a ray of light in the moondance 

>See me now, I cannot leave this place<br>Hear me now, a strain of 
song in the forest 

>Don't ask me, to follow where you lead'<p> 

She followed him out the forest, and collapsed upon the earth 
>Her feet had walked but a distance, from the green land of her birth 
She faded into a flower, that would bloom for one bright eve<br>He 
could not take from the forest, what was never meant to leave 

There was silence when the song ended. "Your pretty good kid. Even 
though the song seems a bit dark." 

"All songs have a story. Most of them are sad though. The ones I like 
anyway." They sat, or stood since she can't see him, and talked. He 
would say a random joke here and there. Most were bone puns while 
others she didn't understand but laughed anyway. His humor was a 



little dark though. There was a call from down the hallway. "I need 
to go now. Bye Skele-sans. I don't think I was supposed to be here 
but I hope we can talk again." There was a chuckle through the door 
as she ran back upstairs. "Sure." 

Toriel was waiting for her. "Why were you down there...? Never mind. 
Come, I want to show you how puzzles work. I wouldn't want you 
getting trapped in one." She was led around the ruins silently to a 
dummy. "If encountered by a monster, try talking to it instead of 
hurting it . " 

Angel smiled at the figure, flaring her wings forward as she held her 
arms out. "Well? Want a hug? You seem lonely hereaC 1 You're not much 
for conversation huh?" Toriel nods. "Good job. Always show mercy and 
kindness. Even if others don't do the same." 

"Not everyone is nice like you?" 

"Sadly no. The ruins are the only sanctuary in the underground. 
Everything beyond is hostile. I would be to buta€ 1 . I have to watch 
over these good, kind, monsters who live down here." 

Angel looked down as she thinks and then turns to Toriel. "Can I go 
out of the ruins?" Toriel froze. "Now why would you do that? It's 
safer here child. I will take good care of you." She sounded 
desperate and pleading as she spoke. The girl sighed and took the 
monster's large hand and squeezed it with her little ones. "Don't 
worry mom. I don't want to leave yet. Teach e first. Teach me how to 
defend myself." She waited as the older thought it over. 

Toriel sighed. "Alright. But you will not leave until I deem you 
ready. Promise?" 

"I promise. Mom." The girl leaned forward and wrapped her arms around 
the monster as she did the same. 

Days were spent training the girl how to defend and attack. It took 
months to even get her to successfully block any magic attacks. It 
was then that they discovered the ability her wings had. Her wings 
had some magical properties themselves. It took even longer to 
understand what to do with them. Apparently the feathers were very 
sharp if uses right. Angel was a little disappointed when finding out 
that they won't let her fly. Well not high anyway. She can go as high 
as a tree but that was it. On the bright side, it made dodging 
easier . 

Three years pass as she learned all she could, befriended the ruin 
dwellers, and grew stronger. Now here she stood in front of the door 
she saw only once before. Toriel already said goodbye to her and so 
did the other monsters. "You're really going out there huh?" A 
familiar voice spoke. Angel looked down to see Elowey sprouted there, 
looking meek. She knelt down in front of him. "Yes." 

"I've been watching you growaC 1 . . befriend the monsters andaC 1 . . I 
guess. You might actually do it. Eree everyone I mean." He looked 
down . 

"Come. " 


"W-what ? ! " 



"Do you want to?" 


" I uha€ 1 . Sure . " 

Angel grabbed a plant pot and shoveled some dirt into it before 
scooping him up and placing him into the pot. "Comfortable?" He 
nodded lightly, crossing his leaves that acted as arms. Toriel came 
over the and smiled. "Ready?" 

"Yes . " 

"Remember to hide your wings and don't hurt them. Be kind and only 
defend. When meeting someone very dangerous, run if needed. I'll miss 
you deary." She leaned over, no longer needing to kneel but still was 
very tall in comparison to the skinny human girl. "I'll miss you too 
mom." With a pat on her head, Angel turned around and pushed the door 
open . 

A bright white light flooded her eyes. 


End 
f ile . 



